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Author's Notes: 
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my computer and thought it would be fun to finish and post. | hope every one enjoys this! :) 


Mark couldn't stop staring. 


It had been over a month since Myles had gotten the new ink. Two elephant heads sitting vividly on his chest 
just waiting for Mark's hands, at least that's what he thought. Myles was unusually sensitive to touch, his 
tattoos even more so. Sometimes all it would take to rile him up would be a light touch to the dragon on his 
forearm. He still remembers the rug burn from the last time he did that, Myles in his lap riding hir like it 
was his job. It still sent heat rushing straight to his cock. 


If he couldn't do that, then he could always run his fingers down the octopus on his shoulder. Myles could 
never really control his reaction to that one. It usually ranges from a full body shudder to his body going 
completely limp against him and that's only from a single touch. He was always so responsive and Mark could 
never get enough. Thats why he couldn't keep his eyes off of them. He'd been patient. He made sure they'd 


had ample time to heal and Myles had given him permission to touch his chest again. This meant that after 
the show tonight, he was gonna make Myles truly sing. 


Their show had gone off without a hitch, which was amazing considering his mind was completely on Myles and 
far away from the music. They had barely made it backstage after the encore before Mark had dragged 
Myles into one of the empty rooms and pinned him against the door. His hands were scrabbling at Myles’ 
button down as Mark attacked his lips with vigor. 


He reluctantly broke their kiss, the need to breathe becoming too much, before he eagerly attached them to 
Myles' neck as his fingers slowly inched their way toward his prize. Mark grinned as he felt Myles chuckle. 
"You just love to torture me, don't you?" He said with a gasp as Mark's fingers made their first gentle 
touches to the elephant on his right side, tracing down its trunk. 


The soft, stuttering moan pulled from Myles: throat was a thing of beauty and had heat rushing through 
every vein in his body. "Yeah we're definitely not making it back to the hotel" He muttered softly against 
Myles' neck, the warmth of his breath sending an entirely new set of shivers down the singer's spine. He ran 


his fingers down the trunk again, delighting in the way Myles trembled under his fingertips. 


He slipped his thigh between Myles’ and feels his hardness pressing against him as he rocks his hips slowly. He 
hears a soft thump as Myles throws his head back in pleasure, his hips making short, quick thrusts against 


Mark's. "Do you really have to tease me?" He moaned. "You're gonna drive me outta my mind!" 


Mark couldn't help the smirk that crossed his face and the thought that followed it. Drive hm outta his mind? 
Doesnt sound like a bad idea at all 


Myles breathing picked up sharply and trembling hands came up to grip Mark's shoulders as he finally moved 
his lips to his chest, tracing the outline of the other elephant before slipping down to lightly nibble on his 
ripple. "Ahh-Ah!" Mark c'mon please!" He continued to tremble, his body shaking more and more with ever 
swipe of Mark's tongue. 


"Oooh." Another soft moan escaped Myles’ lips as Mark moved to the tusks, tracing the outline with his tongue 
on one side, while his fingers followed the same pattern on the other. Myles responsiveness would never cease 
to amaze him. He shifted restlessly against him as he tried to push chest further into Mark's mouth and 


against his fingers. "I'm so close." 


Myles moans had become louder, each one sounding like he was so close to the peak but could never quite 
reach it. Mark guess he'd had enough fun for now. He could never deny Myles anything when he begged so 
prettily for him. He gripped Myles’ hips and started to rock faster against him, relishing in the sudden cries 
from Myles at the new sensation. He ran his fingers lightly over the ink again. The skin now glistening with 
sweat as he caught Myles lips in a passionate kiss, silencing the cry as he came between then, sliding to the 


ground as a damp patch spread on his jeans. 


He panted softly, looking up at Mark with hooded eyes and smirk Mark did have to admit he made quite the 


picture. Shirt hanging off his shoulders, showing off every bite and mark he'd placed on his chest and neck. Skin 
flushed, hair sweaty, and a grin on his face that would let anyone know exactly what he'd been up to the 
second someone saw him. He reached out a hand to help Myles up and the singer stood on shaky legs, still 


trying to catch his breath. 


"What about you?" Myles asked, gesturing to the hardness still pressing against Mark's jeans. He reached out 
to stroke it only for Mark to catch his wrist and press his lips gently to his pulse. 


"| can wait until we get to the hotel” He looked over Myles hungrily and unable to resist, ran his fingers over 
the ink one more time to watch Myles' eyes flutter shut and instinctively lean closer into his touch. "I think | 


have a bit more exploring to do." 


